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, . . Well, there's an unintended dissertation. But I see
you ask for a suggestion of something long to read when
you are away* What can I suggest but the old familiar
things? If you read alone I would suggest a Greek or
Roman—all Sophocles, for instance. I have just read the
(Edijpus Coloneus—oh, the great choruses of it and that
most awe-inspiring march of the blind man to the place
of his death, which the thunder calls him to, and which
he will not reveal even to his daughter—only as a part of
the divine purpose to Theseus! Nothing can be finer than
the contrast between the volubility with which he de-
nounces first Creon and then Polyneices, and the brief
quiet sentences in which he tells them all the hour is
come.
. * . The children grow and prosper and are as happy
as the day is long. I play golf and we both bathe and
have dinner in the garden* Such is rural bliss! And so
life slips away! I am now 41, alas! What plans one has
had and has not accomplished! Lots of the failures are
one's own fault, of course—that one knows—at least I
know, too well: but there is also a sadness in recognizing
more and more, as the years go on, the definite limitations
that make themselves plain, and having simply to say to
oneself: u I have not the strength, physical or intellectual,
to do what he or she is doing and I should wish to do.'*
I h#ve good enough health on the whole, but both body
and mind are so much more easily tired than other,
people's. These are the facts that one begins to recognize
as not now to be modified* There they are and one has
to make the best of them.
From the Diary
April 12- After dinner—an excellent dinner!—and in
the train to Liverpool, reading the two fine books of The
Excursion, Perhaps neither the Wanderer nor the Solitary
would have approved my recording the virtues of the
Adelphi Hotel cook!

